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TO 

ABRAHAM FISHER, Esq. 



Sir, 

In inscribing to you the following Poems, 
I offer them, both as a small tribute of respect to 
your inestimable character, and as a memorial of 
my grateful sense of those various acts of courtesy 
and kindness with which I have been favoured by 
you; and which, added to the friendly interest 
you have been pleased to take in my welfare, have 
impressed with sentiments of the sincerest attach- 
ment, 

Sir, 

Your most obliged 

And faithful humble Servant, 

JAMES DIXON, 

BorrowdaU, Feb. \7th, 1&45. 
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PREFACE. 



In submitting the present small volume of 
my humble labours to the Public, I am sure that 
feelings of no ordinary kind steal over me ; partly 
from a knowledge that similar productions already 
abound, and partly from a consideration of my 
inability to gratify, as they deserve, those nume- 
rous friends who are so anxious for my welfare. 

The productions of a youth, not yet polished 
by academic discipline, must necessarily want that 
accuracy and elegance which mark the works of 
him whose whole life has been spent in the acqui- 
sition of knowledge : and also it may be added, 
that the following Poems have been composed at 
intervals snatched from the pursuit of severer 
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Yi. 

studies, which, pressing heavily on the Author's 
time, left him little leisure for the correction and 
amendment of his Poetry. Therefore, he humbly 
entreats the indulgence of the Public, and leniency 
of Critics, reminding them, that when a more en- 
larged education has thoroughly cultivated his 
mind, his Muse may delight herself in nobler 
strains, and gain, unsolicited, those smiles she 
now generously courts. 

j. t>. 
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TO MY HARP. 



Harp of the valley ! wild thy wonted wail, 
And often mournful music from thee flows, 

In concert sounding with the Northern gale 
That through the waving wood at midnight blows. 

No skilful master prompts thy humble lay, 
Untutored fingers o'er thee reckless sweep, 

Yet thou may'st oft assert the minstrel's sway, 
And lull the earthly cares of men to sleep. 

No thirst of phantom fame allures thee now, 
To leave thy place beneath the waving oak, 

Encircled round with sacred mistletoe, 

Where ancient Bards their mystic song awoke. 
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TO MY HABP. 



Nay, rather would'st thou, hid from mortal view 
Where- cloud veil'd mountains raise their awful 

In peaceful loneliness thy task pursue, [height, . 
And hail with vesper song the sable night. 

Ah ! little will the crowd thy music heed, 
Unfit to sound amid the noise of life ; 

Of such a minstrel knows the world no need, . 
To shed a sweet oblivion o'er its strife. 

But yet some kind'red spirits may attend, 
And joy to hear tbee at the close of day, 

When truth and fancy with the twilight blend, . 
And strew fresh wreaths of laurel on their way.. 
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The heavens grew black, the sun concealed his face,. 
An awful stillness filPd aerial space ; 
All nature stood with silent awe impreas'd, 
Each frowning hill a ruling power confess'd, 
And trembling shook the verdant woods around, 
Each floweret droop'd upon the parched ground ; 
The brute creation too seenrtl struck with fear, 
As though some treacherous ill were hovering near y. 
And even men, whom battle makes so brave, 
Renounce self-trust, and heaven's protection crave ; 
The vaunted pride of unbelievers fell, 
They own'd a power, they fear d an endless hell.. 
Till lo ! the concave glow'd with vivid light, 
And streaming lightening revelling in its might}; 
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THE THUNDER STORM* 



In wizard shapes it pierced the dusky sky, 
And careless threw the electric fire on high ; 
Then quickly came the rattling thunder s car, 
Rock'd the proud hills, and sent its voice afar ; 
Roar after roar in quick succession poured, 
The vales below an answering echo roared ; 
Resistless waters rush'd with savage pride, 
And swept impetuous down the mountain's side. 
Awhile the conflict fierce and awful raged, 
Each fearless foe a godlike warfare waged ; 
Till vengeance reek'd $ they left the field of fight, 
And soon the sun shone forth its cheering light ; 
All life and nature shared the gladsome ray, 
And calm once more resum'd its wonted sway. 

O ! where, when lightnings sport across the sky, 
O ! where shall dubious mortals dare to fly ? 
Can darkness hide them from the fiery glare, 
When God may guide the shaft relentless there » 
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Can arms defend them from their threatening doom, 

When thunders round the rocking world may boom ? 

O nay ! then who shall save them in that day 

When Gabriel's trump shall rend the milky way, 

And all the spacious universe resound 

Loud with the crash of falling spheres around, 

And on the wreck of ruined worlds arise 

A throne, o'er which appalling judgment flies, 

And round it countless, countless myriads stand, 

To hear their Judge's last and dread command? 
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Xo ! you man of mien so meek, 
With look resign'd and frame so weak, 
Embarking on the boiling wave, 
With hope in Him who 'lone can saye 
When raging tempests toss the sail, 
And o'er the waters whirlwinds wail ; 
When night surrounding dangers hide, 
And lightnings flash across the tide, 
Revealing rocks that raise their heads, 
Above the heaving ocean bed, 
Whereon the mastless bark may bound, 
And strew its broken splinters round. 
He dreads no dangers from the flood, 
But calm commits himself to God ; 
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Resigning every object dear, 
With hopes of ease and plenty here ; 
And breaking every social bond. 
With friends and home and native land, 
Perchance to be rebound no more, 
For some far off and sultry shore, 
Where heathens make their wretched home, 
And o'er the pathless desert roam, 
With anger brooding in their mind 
To torture him who e'er they find, 
Until their rage be quench'd with blood, 
And mangPd limbs have serv'd for food : 
Where friends are not, nor peaceful home, 
Nor social joys, but all unknown : 
There, like some lonely islet strand 
Cut off from every kindred land, 
And lash'd by foaming waves that roar, 
Around its blank defenceless shore, 
To live with men so far from same 
In speech, in way, in every aim ; 
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Deprived of all communion true, 
That sweet exchange of heart, and view 
With them who think and feel as he, 
To whom in grief he safe may flee. 

But see he goes, no thoughts perplex, 
Of future ills his life may vex ; 
Resign'd in mind, his soul sustained 
And, free from weak distrust, restrained 
By Christ's unfailing might and love 
Pervading all around, above. 

He goes, the chosen Priest of God, 
To bear the Gospel news abroad, 
And bold unfurl the flag of grace 
Where Satan rules our fallen race, 
And all the powers of hell combine 
To stay the dawn of light divine ; 
There, as Paul of old, to cry 
On man from endless death to fly ; 
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And preach the precious love of Him 
Who died to save our souls from sin ; 
And hasten on the glorious day, 
When all from Pole to Pole shall pray, 
And with their tuneful voices sing 
The anthem, " Holy, holy King." 

Go then go, thy office fill, 

And teach the heathen world His will ; 

Our holy catholic creed unfold, 

And lead them to the Church's fold, 

Where safe in every storm of life, 

And free from sad religious strife, 

The heathen world may find a home 

From which, through grace, not e'er to roam, 

And meet thee in the realms of light, 

Where broods no gloom, where reigns no night, 
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Hoc erat in votis : modus agri non ita magnus, 
Hortus ubi et tecto ricinus jugis aquas fons, 
Et paulum sylvae super his foret. 

Hor. Sat. 6, Lib. 2. 



O yale of beauty ! land of frowning hills ! 
Adown whose sides resound a thousand rills ; 
If to the pole where rest eternal snows, 
Or India, where its ocean water flows, 
My steps should stray, still will I think of thee, 
And to thy meads and waving ibrests flee : 
Though tempests rage, and winds around me howl, 
And cross the world celestial thunders roll ; 



Digitized byGoOglC 



f 



BOBBOWDALE. 



11 



Though ocean heave its boundless barrier high, 
And deathiul darkness broods npon the sky ; 
My spirit still will pieroe the tempest's gloom, 
Nor dread what thunders round the world may boom, 
Will cross the ocean, though its waves may roll, 
And winds resounding o'er its waters scowl, 
And to thy bowers and hills romantic roam, 
Thy winding vale, my birthplace and my home. 

How oft at evening on the village green, 
When on the hills departing rays were seen, 
I've play*d in childhood, sweetest hour of bliss, 
With youths and maidens, like the rural Swiss, 
And stay'd till night far o'er the world had spread 
Funereal darkness and funereal dread. 
And, too, how oft, alone, a wand'ring boy 
I've roam'd, forgetful of each childish toy, 
At noontide 'neath the verdant forest trees, 
Their bending branches quivering in the breeze, 
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That gently whisper' d through the downy dale, 
And shed its freshness on the flowery vale, 
Where toiFd, relentless, 'neath a sultry sun, 
The cheerful swain, whose earthly race is run. 
'Twas then, O woodland muse ! I heard thee sing ; 
'Twas then I wish'd, upon untiring wing, 
To soar insatiate in thy realms of light, 
Where howls no tempest, and where reigns no night. 

While memory o'er that blissful season creeps, 
And draws insatiate from oblivious deeps, 
How can I pass, without recounting o'er, 
In yonder temple, boons bestow'd no more, 
Where sleep our fathers, and the yew tree waves 
Its verdant branches o'er their lowly graves ! 
Bound to my heart by ties no time can break, 
Thy form shall still upon my memory wake, 
Though oceans roll their mountain waves between, 
Or boundless deserts round alone be seen. 
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'Twas there when light first on me sweetly shone, 
When all was strange, and all around unknown, 
In humble faith my Parents brought their boy, 
While hope still faithful filPd their souls with joy, 
And gave him, all expectant, all resign'd, 
To God, in whom they all their comfort find. 
'Twas there they led me in my early youth, 
'Twas there I prayed, and heard eternal truth 
Flow forth, like waters from their crystal fount, 
From him,* whose virtues still I will recount, 
In wandering o'er my years forever flown, 
Blest years of childhood, blest too lately known. 

Gentle he was, and such a heavenly smile 
Rekindled on his countenance the while 
He cheered the drooping, or relieved the poor, 
When want an entrance gain'd at many a door ; 
What deep regret was vision'd forth to all, 
In him, when rumour told a mortal's fall, 

* Ber. B, Jackaon, now Perpetual Curate of Wreay, Cumberland. 
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From faith relieving, and from hope our stay, . 
To tread the broad, the rough, the banefiri way ! 
The rich, the poor, the young, the old, and all 
In him still found an ear to every call ; 
And felt and knew, he felt for all their woe, 
Wept when they wept, and jojr'd whene'er he saw 
Fresh hope rekindle, and each sorrow die, 
And heard no more the oft repeated sigh : 
And still he prayed, and still bis counsel gave, 
That all might look to worlds beyond the grave, 
Where rise no griefs, nor tears successive flow, * 
And souls immortal know no rueful woe. 
But now he's gone, and many a year hath fled, 
And some been numb'red with the silent dead, 
Since last he bade their heaving souls adieu, 
And forth reluctant from their presence flew.. 

© ! what changes, since he left our vale, 
Attract me, wand'ring to their mournful tale; . 
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How death relentless, oft hath snatch'd away, 
From all that bade the lingering spirit stay, 
A friend unequaTd, or a father dear, 
Or child, the blossom watch'd with guardian fear ; 
How oft the mournful bell hath slowly toll'd, 
And on the coffin thrice hath rung the mould, 
While friends arrang'd in sorrow round the grave, 
A falling tear, their last sad offering, gave ; 
Glos'd been the tomb, and every vestige gone 
Of him, who late unthinking trod thereon. 

But turn my muse to other scenes than these, 
To lawns of beauty, and what mortals please : ; 
Sing of the groves and hills of Borrowdale, 
Or winds that o'er its waving forests wail, 
When sable night hathclos'd the shortened day,. 
And late the lonely wanderer plods his way 
On gloomy path, aweary, homeward bound, 
And at each wailing, startl'd, turns him round; , 
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Fearful, rememb'ring tales of spirits seen, 
And spectres dancing on the woodland green, 
As now perchance he visions out some throng 
Of fairies, and he hears their elfin song 
In mingl'd concert with the sounding gale 
And foaming streams that down the mountains wail. 

9 Tis winter : now the hoary hills arise 
In lofty'grandeur 'neath their native skies, 
And bear their snow-clad tops sublime on high, 
Where winds and tempests erst have ceas'd to fly ; 
While o'er their heights, amid eternal crags, 
No evening cloud or mist of morning flags ; 
But all is calm, a deathful stillness broods 
On mountain top, and through the leafless woods ; 
Still is the stream, that late resistless rush'd, 
And foaming from the sounding cavern gush'd, 
Diffusing wide athrough the winding vale, 
Its ever varying and continuous wail. 
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Hark 1 in yon wood that crowns the mountain Bide, 
Some fowler fines his piece, hid only pride; 
High on (he hills an answering echo sounds, 
From rock to nock, from fell to fell rebounds ; 
The ethereal fault re-echoes back the roar, 
As distant thunders 'cross the welkin pour, 
Till far beneath the echo dies away, 
And deathful stillness rules the closing day. 

But now the wind that o'er the Atlantic sweeps, 
Arousing storms from out its foaming deeps, 
In moaning accents howls upon the hill, 
And fitfhl shakes the forest late so *tiil ; 
While clouds are gathering thicker on the sky, 
And spread such darkness as when night is nigh, 
Low in the valley, and the mountains veil, 
As now anon the winds still louder wail, 
Till down impetuous comes the torrent rain, 
And flows unsinking on the frozen plain : 
c 
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And dow the mountain streams begin to thaw, 
Their sounding waters now begin to flow, 
As fierce the winds around yon lonely house, 
Their might unbounded, and their anger loose, 
Where lone, retired, far from the City's din, 
Unknown to fame, unknown to penal sin, 
A Shepherd dwells, and spends his even life, 
Unmix'd with envy, and unmix' d with strife 
Of mortals nursed in every baser art, 
Fomenting evil in their wayward heart, 
TilLlo ! it bursts a deluge on* the world, 
And man by man to shame and death is hurl'd* 
While tongues destructive spit their deadly fire, 
Appal the good, and rouse indignant ire, 
Till O ! a chaos crowns this mortal scene, 
O'er which triumphant rides eternal spleen. 
Then mortal blest, though lonely be thy lot, 
I'd rather dwell with thee beneath thy cot, 
And shave the blessings of thy even life, 
Unknown to public fame, and free from strife, 



X 
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Though loud the winds around thy cottage roar, 
And break the waving fir tree at thy door. 
Few are thy cares, thy cattle safely bound, 
Thy sheep beneath the rocks have shelter found.; 
No ship to thee,, upon the sounding main, 
With spices fraught, an hope of endless gain, 
Is toss'd on high and down again below 
Where rough and wide the Atlantic waters flow, 
Till in the tempest rings the dying shriek, 
And o'er the bark the foaming billows break ; 
Down, down, she sinks! the merchant's hopes are 
And grief corroding him destroys anon. [gone, 
Then, mortal blest, tread on thy even way 
Uneavied and unenvying in thy day, 
That so when death shall change this earthly scene, 
And breezes sigh upon thy grave so green, 
Thy soul may find a welcome in that land, 
Where angels round the, eternal presence stands 
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€h>ne is the storm, and Winter too hath led. 
Its days of darkness, and its nights of dread ; 
The Earth, by genial Spring renew'd again, 
Is deck'd with verdure on the sounding plain ; 
A fragrant freshness springs from out the ground, 
While loud the rocks and waring woods resound, 
As feathered songsters sing their matin song, 
And whistling ploughmen slowly plod along ; 
All, all assume a sweet a healthy bloom, 
Gone is the tempest and the wintery gloom. 

And now sweet Summer spreads her wings again, 
Diffusing plenty o'er the verdant plain ; 
And now the woods in emerald beauty wave, 
And erst haveceas'd the mountain streams to rave, 
With milk white water bounding on their way, 
As high resounding fites the foaming spray ; 
But slow and gentle down the mountain go, 
Their waters scarce afar discerned to flow ; 
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While o'er the earth a cloudless sky expand*; 
And Zephyrs gently breathe across the lands. 

'T is morning : lo 1 upon the heaTenly dome, 
In silent grandeur from his Eastern home, 
The Sun arises forth in roseate light, 
At whose approach departs ethereal Night ; 
The Moon grows dim, her waneing crescent pale, 
And one by one the stare begin to fail ; 
While further still, Aurora, maid of morn, 
With rosy mantle round her virgin form, 
Before his shining chariot slow proceeds, 
Till on the nestling woods and flowery meads, 
He sheds refulgent floods of golden light, 
Resplendent peeping o'er yon mountain height, 
Where silent Luna, late, the midnight maid, 
Her golden crest in loneliness displayed. 

But lo ! dark clouds are gathering on the sky, 
Not such as when a wintery storm is nigh ; 
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In silence slowly o'er the hills they rise, 
And meet in dismal blackness on the skies, 
Diffusing through the vale an awful pause, 
On which the Sun so late resplendent rose ; 
Till forth from out their bosom fill'd with fire, 
Resistless darts the arm of heavenly ire, 
And loud anon celestial thunders roar, 
And down impetuous sounding waters pour, 
Till all the vale, from end to end resounds, 
From rock to rock, the endless echo bounds. 

But now 'tis gone and shining Summer's past ! 
Its days of brightness now no longer last ! 
Its morn of beauty and its night of calm, 
Oft to the spirit prove a soothing balm, 
When sorrows dire distract the heaving soul, 
And o'er our heads terrestrial tempests roll. 
When, O Lord, within is all o'ercast, 
I look around, forgetful of the past, 



Digitized byGoOglC 



BORROW DALE. 



On Nature's beauty and on Nature's calm, 
And see around, above, beneath, Thine arm ; 
Thy goodness then unfolds itself to me, 
Relieves my soul and points it up to Thee, 
Whence all my mercies, all my comforts flow, 
To where when life is past I hope to go. 

But now autumnal breezes round us sigh, 
And crimson vapours sweep across the sky $ 
In golden grandeur waves the ripen'd grain, 
And flowerets fade and droop upon the plain ; 
O ! what beauty crowns the fading grove, 
The rock o'erhung with woodbine and alcove ; 
The lonely arbour by the sounding stream, 
Where lovers blighted, pale and sickly dream, 
When Sol, refulgent, sinks behind yon hill, 
And all around in grove and mead is still. 
Yes, such beauty, such a fading shade, 
As when consumption nips the youthful maid ; 
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An hectic brightness, sweeter than the bloom 
Of rising youth, conceals her fated doom ; 
While slow within the sickness wastes her strength, 
Till like the Western Son she sinks at length. 
And gone her life blood, and her hectic glow, 
She flies to where the ransom'd know no woe ; 
While stooping silent o'er her dying bed, 
Her weeping parents watch till life hath fled : 
Then what feelings and emotions rise ! 
What sweet remembrance 'cross the memory flies ! 
" She's gone ! die's gone !" her father cries aloud, 
Her stay, a moment, like the evening cloud ; 
And as she nearil the dark, the dismal tomb, 
Her eyes more lovely, and more bright her bloom, 
I little thought her soul so soon would fly,— 
That I for her so soon would hare to sigh ! 
So, O Autumn ! fade thy waving groves, 
Thy bowers o'erhnng with woodbine and alcoves ; 
Sweet season, dear to minstrels gone astray, 
Blest source of feeling, prompter of their lay. 
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These are thy beauties, these, O winding vale ! 
Though now thy fame my harp may feebly wail ; 
But O ! when death shall stay die minstrel's hand, 
His soul for World* unknown her wings expand, 
Within the precincts of thy sacred ground 
Afford some spot to raise the lowly mound 
Wherein his dost may felt until the tomb 
Shall yield its tenants to their endless doom. 
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The Sun fast sets, far distant lands to light, 
And leaves a golden shade upon the West ; 
The rising Moon bespeaks the dawn of night, 
As o'er yon hills she faintly shows her crest. 

No clouds athwart the sky impetuous sweep, 
Nor winds tempestuous through the woodland wail 
But all the works of God in stillness sleep, 
A calm pervades throughout the verdant vale. 
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Save where in torrents pour the mountain rills. 
Or murmuring stream meanders gently by, 
Or lonely thrush its evening vesper trills 
From some old oak that spreads its branches nigb. 

The silent spirit of the twilight hour 
Her ambling train in veiled beauty leads, 
Now treads with noiseless step the sylvan bower, 
Or wins her way through dells and flowery meads, 

And breathes her inspirations on the soul, 
While memory, laden with the gems of time, 
Awakes to read oblivion's gloomy scroll, 
And fancy future as some heavenly clime. 

Here lone beneath the spreading yew tree's shade, 
I stay my steps as though 'twere holy ground, 
Where many a weary traveller hath staid, 
Now sleeping 'neath some green sepulchral mound. 
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Tbe trunk, worn hollow with unnumb'red age, 
And bending bought half smitten with decay, 
As some old king or venerable sage. 
Invite the muse to shrine them in her lay. 

They stand a remnant of a ruder day, 
Whose sacred awe forbade to hew them down ; 
While neighbouring trees have each been swept away, 
The woodman spared them for their old renown. 

Fleet time, the herald of a greater power, 
Hath long her voice to man ambitions rais'd, 
Since Spring awoke them with her genial shower, 
Up from the parent tree to ruin raiM. 

Nations have flourish'd, and faded back to shame, 
King's been dethroned for Tyrants in their stead, 
The echoing tramp hath peel'd to Albion's fame, 
And many a hero numbered with the dead. 
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And too from yonder Tillages Demote, 
Fullmany a Sire to earthly fame unlujowa. 
Each in his turn, by death unpitying taught, 
And through ike valley to the Chuach yard borne; 

Where nigh, revered, twb sacred yew trees grow, 
To shad* their lowly graves with grass o'engrowa, 
And fill the soul with reverential awe, 
For them not memoked on the sculptural stone; 

Once planted there by holy men long gone, 
And reared from every ill with pious care; 
But now, alas l among their sons no one 
For fatal* ages each, old trees prepare. 

Then ye, O dear memorials of the past ! 
Who all year through in verdant beauty wave, 
Whose blossoms fall not at the wintery blast, 
Your race, revered, from dire extinction save. 
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Here would I stray when night begins to fall, 
And hold communion with the days of yore, 
From dark oblivion the past recall, 
And picture scenes of ruder times no more; 

When stately trees wav*d oyer all the vale, 
Save where the grassy Thwaite op'd in the wood, 
Or mountain rills now ripple to the dale, 
A spacious sheet of azure water stood. 

But all are chang'd ! where once the Forest wav'd, 
And water roll'd, the verdant mead appears ; 
These only, O memorials dear I. are sav'd,. 
A wreck of time borne on the wing of years* 



Digitized byGoOglC 



LINES WRITTEN DURING SICKNESS** 



my soul ! thou- through Eternity shall live, 
And soon, perchance, this clayey tenement 
Reluctant quit for worlds to thee unknown ; 
And then this body, mortal and corrupt, 
"Will find a resting place beneath some sod 
Within the precincts of the Church yard green, 
Where men will often pass my lowly grave 
Unheeding^ and unmindful of the dust 

That sleeps, awaiting till the trump of God 
Shall summon forth the tenants of the tomb, 
To spend a life immortal in the skies. 
But yet, those friends who love and know me now, 

1 doubt not will, with recollection sweet 
And melting heart, oft gaze upon my grave* 
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And too, it may be, at the closing day, 
When sinks a Summer's Sun beneath the hills, 
And crowns their lofty tops with golden rays, 
A kindred soul may come and o'er me sigh, 
And plant the weeping willow at my head, 
The fittest emblem of our drooping life. 
Yes thus, yes thus, at intervals lament ; 
But not that I am numb'red with the dead, 
But that our broken hearts no more 
On Earth can sympathize in mutual grief. 

'T is pleasing thus, in prospect of the tomb, 
To muse and smooth the ruggedness of death.; 
But these are silly thoughts ; as if the soul, 
Still hovering below, could view the tears 
And sorrows of a friend. 

Such musings strengthen Earth's encumbering grasp 
Upon the vital breath about lo take 
Its speedy flight to immortality. 
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Then may they rather think and weep for thee, 
O soul immortal ! not that tears can profit, 
Bat that their trouhl'd spirits may besooth'd. 
And pointed to our meeting in the skies* 
But O ! dost thou depart without a friend, 
To plead thy cause before that final bar 
Of God's just judgment and impartial Judge ? 
What then can hide thee from the Judge's frown? 
Hast thou not been a rebel in thy life 
On Earth, and base betray'd thy gracious king, 
Deserving death and his eternal wrath ? 
Then, what can hide thee from His searching eye, 
Or give thee firmness in that awful day ? 
Will broken vows and resolutions frail 
Avail thee then ? O ! nay, they will but sink 
Thee deeper in thy doom, and fan the flame 
Of thine unchanging grief, that raves within ! 
O my soul ! then what will be thy stay ? 
c 
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Lo in the volume of Eternal troth, 
Thine only hope ! " Te weary come to me ; " 
" And whoso trnsteth in the Lord of Life, 
Though dead, shall live with Cherubim above. 
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Oh ! what would oar Fathers have said, 

Had they seen so Holy a day 
If i spent in procuring of bread. 

For the body that soon must decay ! 
Had they seen, all forgetful of Him, 

Who died on the Cross to procure 
Deliverance from bondage and sin, 

And heavenly peace to secure? 
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Their souls would have sicken'd and sigh'd, 

Such baseness in mortals to see ; 
Ah ! could they have thought e'er they died, 

That such their descendants would be ! 
That they who profess to observe, 

And keep the commandments of Ood, 
Would thus, in self-righteousness, swerve 

From ways they so piously trod ? 

To them the bell tolPd not in vain, 

With gladness was welcom'd the sound, 

As it smote on the ear of the swain, 
And echoed sublimely around : 

The summons was cheerfully obey'd, 
And all to the Church would repair ; 

The world their hearts never sway'd, 

" As to work in the hour of prayer. 
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But oh ! how far otherwise now ! 

The call of the Church is unheard, 
The husbandman follows his plough. 

Mechanics are plying their trade ; 
And too, many mortals are found, j 

Such spirits as eagerly strive, 
To defend on religious ground, 

The sin their own passions contrive. 

In vain do you urge your defence, 

'T is rebellion that prompteth the cry; 
Remonstrance of conscience and sense 

Are lost when we heedlessly fly, 
In the way which our passions direct, 

And mammon allures with gain ; 
But Albion, O ! wilt thou neglect 

From evils so base to refrain ? 
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Remember the stripes He endured, 

And trouble He suffered for thee ; 
Remember the price He procured 

Redemption by which thou art free. 
Then, if yet a feeling of shame 

The breasts of thy children sway 
Neglect not to call on His name, 

For pardon and grace to obey. 
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▲ TALE OF THE SIEGE OF COCKERMOUTH CASTLE, 
BY CROMWELL, IN 1648. 



The sun arose in floods of light, 
From out his Ocean home, 

Before him went Aurora bright 
Upon the heavenly dome. 

At whose approach ethereal night 
From off the mountains flew ; 

The crescent moon, no longer bright, 
Behind their tops withdrew. 
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And one by one each golden star 

Upon the sky was lost, 
As lights upon some bark afar 

Upon the Ocean tost. 

The morn was calm, the morn was fair, 

It was the month of May; 
A breezy freshness filFd the air, 

As now had dawn'd the day. 

And mists were high upon the hill, 

And in the Forest wide, 
A thousand birds their matins trill, 

And echo load repli-d. 

High on the lofty Donjon tower 

A Royal flag was hung ; 
No festive mirth at such an hour 
Athrough the Castle rung. 
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A peaceful stillness reign'd around, 

Within that Castle strong, 
And you might hear the deathful sound, 

Of watchmen pacing on. 

Upon the outward Barbacan 

A Sentinel was plac'd, 
And he, as on the hoars ran, 

His measured distance pac'd. 

And now he strain'd his languid eye§ 

Upon the hills around, 
When lo ! a troop of horse he spies, 

And hears a martial sound . 

4f9 T is Cromwell, Cromwell," loud he cried, 
And loud his trumpet blew ; 
Quick from the Barbacan he hied, 
And 'cross the bridge he flew. 
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The answering trumpets loud resound 

Upon the Castle wall, 
From one to one, around, around, 

And all beneath appal. 

And now within the Castle strong, 
From sleep are all arous'd, 

And now upon the green a throng 
Is gathered all confus'd. 

The cause of such alarm is told, 

The soldiers at command, 
Anon with loyal hearts and bold, 

Upon the ramparts stand. 

And in the Town below resounds 
The trumps appalling blast, 

And echo loud around rebounds 
Upon the morning blast. 
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Then high upon the Donjon tower 

A blood red flag was sent ; 
And loudly " Church and kingly power " 

Athrough the welkin went. 

Thrice the words were loudly cried, 

From loyal hearts and brave, 
And thrice the sounding echo died 

Upon the limpid wave 

Of Derwent, slow meand'ring 'neath 

Yon lofty Fort and round, 
Where erst the Knight, with victor wreath, 

A cheerful welcome found. 
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And now upon a neighbouring height 
An army wide was spread, 

With waving crest and armour bright, 
By conquering Cromwell led. 

And there they stood in grand array, 

Yet every rank was still, 
When at command, without delay, 

A Herald left the hill. 

And swiftly to the Castle strong 
He rode on bounding steed, 

The earth beneath resounding long, 
As on he went with speed. 

Anon before the massive gates, 

Beneath the Barbacan, 
With foaming steed the Herald waits, 

As loud his trumpet rang ; 
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And load he bade the brave and true 

Surrender up the fort, 
But all in vain, no fear they knew, 

No threats could such extort. 

Their fate is seal'd ! the Cromwell stood. 

To raze their Castle proud, 
And stain the earth with crimson blood, 

When rang the signal loud. 

Then forth a hundred cannons sound 

From hill and Castle walls, 
And on the Donjon fort rebounds 

A hundred deadly balls. 

O how awful then the roar ! 

The verdant forest shakes ; 
Beneath, in streams of tepid gore, 

The earth resounding quakes. 
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Yon Sun that rose with radiant light, 

To run his heavenly race, 
AppalTd to view the awful sight, 

With darkness veil'd his face. 

Bat hark ! the roaring cannon cease, 

Upon the sloping hill, 
And on the Castle towers decrease 

Till all around is still. 

'T is night that stays the thunder loud, 
But not the foeman's care ; 

'T is night that wraps her sable shroud 
Around the fallen there. 

And now an awful stillness reign'd, 
The stars had lit their lamp ; 

The gloomy maid of night had deign'd 
To guild the hostile camp. 
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When lo ! before the Castle Lord 

A youthful soldier stood, 
Who late in combat met the foe, 

And stain'd the earth with blood. 

He pleads to pass the Castle gate, 

And hasten to the hall, 
Where Emma dreads the soldier's fate 

Will to her Henry fall. 

u My Henry, well I know thy heart, 
No treachery lurketh there, 
I bid thee go, in haste depart, 
And sooth thy drooping fair. 

But think thee, e'er thou quit the gate, 

Of watchful spies below, 
Lest thou should meet the captive's fate, 
nd we thy end not know. " 
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He left the arched hall in hope, 

He left his master true, 
Disguis'd in gown and preacher's cope, 

Across the green he flew. 

And now before the moat he stood. 
The iron bridge was gone ; 

But soon he plung'd amid the flood, 
And gain'd its bank anon. 

Bat ah ! alas ? the preacher's guise 

Arous'd in men no awe ; 
For it the demon battle flies, 

And crimson waters flow. 

There lurk'd beneath the forest shade, 

Beneath an oaken tree, 
A spy, in sable cloak array'd, 

Recumbent on his knee. 
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The preacher's gown he quickly spies, 

And up he boldly sprung, 
To seise his helpless victim hies, 

With oaths upon his tongue. 

But see him Staggerurg 'ueath the blow 

Of Henry's trusty blade, 
And crimson blood begins to flow 

From out the wound it made. 

Then swiftly down the Castle hill 

The noble hevo went, 
While all the town was deatbful still, 

To favour his intent 

And to the ancient hall he sped, 
Where Emma wept and prayM, 

In hope thai he was not yet dead, 
And in the coffin laid. 

2> 
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He found her 'lone, with sorrow pale, 

Within that ancient hall ; 
For battles make the stoutest quail, 

And timid hearts appal. 

" O what happiness is mine ! 

To see him once again ! 
For ever, now I will be thine ! 
With tnee I will remain ! " 

She said, he seiz'd her trembling hand. 
He sooth'd her heaving heart ; 
" But O ! I must, at his command, 
Reluctant from thee part. 

Farewell ! Farewell ! I trust the day 
Will come when you and I, 

When war our peace shall not allay, 
Will to each other fly." 
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He spake, and from the hall withdrew, 

He gain'd the Castle hill, 
The Moon behind a cloud withdrew, 

And all around was still. 

That night is past, that night hath fled, 

An awful month is gone, 
And many a dauntless warrior dead, 

To future age unknown* 
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Tfee blood fed flag, no longer &o4r 

Upon the Donjon tower 
Doth wave when Northern breezes blow ( 

At noon or midnight hour, 

It waves not o'er the Castle high, 

It waves not o'er the brave, 
Bat in its stead, beneath the sky, 

Another flag doth wave. 

The siege is o'er, the Castle won, 
And now the brave and bold, 

With hearts untamed, their duty done, 
Are laid in dungeons cold. 
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Young Henry, too, was mpuming there, 

Beneath his feftten strong ; 
Bnt he did mount, because of her, 

Amid that captive throng* 

And, too, he was condemned to die, 

Because his soul so great 
Disdain'd to own the Usurper's sway, 

Or dread the impending fete. 

The news was spread throughout the town, 

The news was scattered far, 
And far had spread the high renown 

Of Henry in the war* 

The brave did weep, alasl too late ! 

And cowards felt asham'd, 
That such a youth should meet a fete 

For faithless soldiers aimtt* 
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Bat where, O ! where is Emma fair 7 
Her tender heart must sigh ! 

Her life must waste beneath despair, 
To which the hopeless fly. 

The silent Moon, the midnight maid. 

Upon the world below 
Serenely cast her suVry shade, 

Where Derwenf s waters'flow. 

And fleecy clouds m silence fly,. 

As spectres seen at night, 
Aeross the star bespangled sky, 

Ilium' d with gloomy lights 

And all is calm, and all is stitf, 

Within the town below, 
No breezes whisper on the hill, ^ 

Nor on the Castle blow. 
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And high upon the ramparts strong 

The sentinels do tread, 
Their step resoundeth loud and long, 

As sounds among the dead. 

And in the dungeon dark and cold, 
Where suns have never shone, 

In grief repine the brave and bold, 
Within that dungeon strong. 

But, lo ! who at the Castle gates 

Alone, beneath the moon, 
What Lady so forlorn awaits 

Amid the nightly gloom ? 

'T is Emma, ah 1 she's heard the tale 

Of Henry's hapless fate, 
And now she goes to seek his bail 

Before it is too late. 



Digitized byC*QOglC 



56 



HSXBY AND MMM*. 



To Cromwell great, she straight is led, 

Across the Cattle green, 
And on the walls, as shades of dead, 

The sentinels are seen. 

Within an arched hall and wide, 

Beneath a lofty tower, 
That frown'd where Derwent'e waters glide. 

A rent of feudal power. 

The conqueror sat, in silence 'lone, 

No festive mirth was there, 
His lamp upon the maiden shone, 

And show'd her anxious care. 

« What seek'st thou maid ? thine errand now ? " 

The Cromwell sternly cried, 
As frowns were gathering on his brow, 
And thus the maid repli'd,— • 
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« Within the dungeon bound, in grief, 
Is Henry Fletcher there, 
Condemn'd to death ! without relief, 
I die beneath despair. 

For once remember mercy now, 

Remember he is young, 
That so when death shall oool your brow, 

No shade be round you flung/' 

u In vain you strive to move my mind, 
The youth is fraught with ill, 
The Lord hath him to us consigned, 
To do what e'er we will. 

In such affairs it is not meet 
That you should plead, a maid ; 

In vain you tremble at my feet/' 
The Cromwell sternly said. 
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" If not for him 70a mercy know, 

! think of me his love, 
For I shall die at such a blow, 

His end my end will prove," 

She said, a rising blush betrayed 
Her heaving soul within : 
" In vain you plead, betrothed maid, 

1 know no hope for him," 

He cried : the maid before him fell 

In grief upon her knees, 
And from her breast a trinket drew, 

Which, lo, the Cromwell sees. 

He hastily snatch'd it from her hand ; 

Emotions shook his frame; 
He gazM, as if some magic wand 

Had cross'd his wildered brain. 
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Coimils'd, the mighty conqueror shook, 

And tears began to flow 
" Whose portrait's this, so bright the look, 
Do you my maiden know ?" 

"My sainted Mother's, long since dead, 
A mouldering relic now, " 
Shfc said, he touch'd her auburn head, 
And gaz'd upon her brow. 

u Thy face attracts my wondering eye 
Thou hast thy mother's brow, 
But not her raven hair and eye, 
Which I remember now. 

In days long past I lov'd her true, 

Too truly for my peace ! 
Her parents soon our meetings knew, 

And bade our love to cease* 
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Perhaps they took a goodly course, 

Perhaps it was the best, 
For mine hath been a stormy coarse, 

And little been my vest. 4 ' 

He sighed : « His gracious will be done, 

'Tis past with all its fears ! 
The memory of thy mother gone, 

Haih fill'd mine eyes with tears* 

When last we parted at the gate, 

When last we bade adieu, 
The Moon, in grief at such a fate, 

Behind the clouds withdrew. 



Reluctant then I left her there, 
No more on earth to meet ! 

Bat yet I hope to meet her where 
No more to part we greet j 
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When this rough life of mine is o'er, 

My dost within the tomb, 
4nd wars no more around me roar, 

Nor thunders round me boom. 

Farewell ! Farewell ! " He pressed her band : 
« Thy Henry, brave and free, 
Releas'd from bonds, at my command, 
Again shall meet with thee/' 

When next the Sun refulgent rose, 

With Emma still more dear, 
Young Henry, where the Derwent flows, 

In freedom wandered near. 

But now 't is past ! they both are gone ! 

Their bell funereal peal'd > 
Their souls to worlds unknown have flown ; 

Their dust in dust concealed. 
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Xo, him descending now this wintery vale, 
Where many a golden flowerfet blooms unknown, 
And bends its beauties in fhe mountain gale, 
While o'er the world tempestuous tempests moan. 
His face ! where once there glow'd the bloom of youth, 
And smile that own'd the sportive spirit's sway, 
And soul th^ needs no cordial balm to soothe, 
Or chase the world and all its woes away ! 
Ah ! now, no youthful fire illumes his eyes 5 
No treacherous hopes elate the weary breast ; 
In realms ethereal his bright prospect lies, 
Where lonely pilgrims from their wand'rings rest, 
And with one ceaseless song their Maker praise, 
While peals on peals celestial trumpets raise. 
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Bush on, rush on, thou mountain stream. 

Impetuous on thy way, 
I lore to see thee bound along, 

And toss the foaming spray. 
Thy water-falls of crystal white, 
Shed on the soul a pure delight ; 
And O, thy sounds! so sweet, so grand, 
Illume the mind, the soul expand, 

And chase the world away. 

I love to lay me on thy banks, 

When rueful woes oppress, 
And watch thee, sparkling, hurrying on, 

Till every grief is less ; 
And discontent be from me fled, 
And anxious care within me dead ; 
Till Peace hath wove a wreath for me, 
A,nd J oy before me bent her knee, 

And both my heart possess. 
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To thee, then ! I oft will stray, 

And watch thy limpid waye ; 
And silent raise thy water pure, 

My parched lips to lave ; 
As o'er me steals a sadness sweet, 
While thou art murmuring at my feet. 
When evening dews are on the ground, 
And all but thee devoid of sound, 

Ere Vesper gilds thy wave. 

Sweet emblem of that heavenly stream, 

Which flows from Zion's hill, 
Where weary travellers gladly stay, 

And freely drink their fill. 
No frosts congeal its cleansing wave, 
Nor e'er obstruct its power to save, 
To them who hear that heavenly voice, 
Which bids the drooping soul rejoice, 
And quench his thirst who will. 
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Ye friends and guardians of your country's lore, 
Ye men who add to learning's endless store. 
Now weep, that he, your sacred Bard, is dead. 
That Southey's generous soul hath from you fled. 
In life's full bloom, to feed the Muse's flame, 
To Greta's banks the matchless Poet came; 
Whom ye rough hills, and torrents thundering down, 
Thou isled Lake, unequalPd in renown, 
Ye sylvan bowers, and landscapes eyer green, 
Eotic'd to stay amid your lovely scene, 
Till age and glory crown'd his rev'rend head, 
And death insatiate plac'd him with the dead. 
Not so his name, and works of wond'rous skill, 
For they shall live, not die, on earth untO 

£ 



Digitized byGoOglC 



46 ON THE DEATH OF SOT7THBT. 

The end of time be come, and Christ aw*rd 
To him a seat in heaven, his great reward ; 
Where far from tears, amid celestial lands, > 
His ransom'd soul, releas'd from earthly bands, 
In concert with Miltiades shall sing, 
Sternal praises to th' Eternal King, 
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MR. J- STUART, 
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Friend, with wishes for your lasting, weal, 
I now enclose secure beneath my seal 
This troop of rhymes, or call it what you will, 
I seek, no praise for me, nor for my skill ; 
But often as, when Summer suns do shine, 
And country men. do work from six till nine, 
If chance, beneath a grove at early dawn, 
Into your bead it comes that you should roam, 
You. first will bear a lonely throstle ung, } 
And thjfti, attracted, more the song begin, >. 
Till round the rocks and woods triumphant ring;3 
So chance when one shall strike his golden lyre, 
To pamper men or rouse eternal ire, 



Digitized byGoOglC 



7a 



YO MR. J. STUART. 



Allured associate, wandering Minstrels may 
Retune their harp, and prompt the sacred lay ; 
So when my Muse to you this song doth sing, 
Perchance responsive yours will then begin ; 
For O ! how soothing in the hour of grief, 
Amid Camonian bowers to seek relief! 
What spell, enchanted, strikes the heaving soul ! 
The waves decrease, the winds no longer howl-. 

Then fare you well, I wish you lasting weal, 
My Muse must cease, for time doth onward steal ; 
And when the raging storm of life is o'er, 
And death shall waft us to the eternal shore, 
O ! may our lamps be trimm'd with quenchless oil, 
To light our way from earth and endless toil, 
To where no griefs distract the virgin soul, 
Nor deathful winds around our mansions howl. 

J. ft 
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The night was bright, the night was still, 

The winds were gone to rest, 
The moon, resplendent, o'er yon hill 

Display'd her golden crest. 

The night was cold, the frost severe, 

The wint'ry meads were hoar ; 
No clouds upon the hills appear, 

Nor foaming torrents roar. 

No sound was heard throughout the vale, 
The mountain streams were still, 

Their waters sent no rural wail, 
Through grove or over hill. 
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The frost hath bound their limpid wave, 
The frost hath sta/d' their song; 

No longer they in madness rave, 
Nor foaming bound aloog. 

And all was stilly and all wad calm, 

Save in yon leafless grove, 
Some owlet rais'd her sad alarm, 

Where prowling foxes' rove. 

The clock had chim'd the midnight hour, 

When grisly spectres rise, 
And make their lone and silent tour 

In every ghastly guise; 

And dance on hill, and dance in. dale, 

And sing their elfin song, 
And make the earth beneath them quail, 

Beneath their shady throng. 



Digitized byGoOglC 



JOHNNY* DO** 



Twas thus and then, tfhen Johnny Doe, 

Who dwells beside a stream 
That still has flowed, and still will flow, 

And still its banks be green, 

Was lonely wandering homeward bound, 

From where I need not tell, 
Suffice it, he was homeward bound, 

Be it through brake or dell : 

And what he thought of all the while, 

To tell it is not free; 
But so it was, when scarce a mile 

From where he hop'd to be ; 

He all unthinking, all unscar'd, 
Though past the midnight hour ; 

He e'er he look'd, or e'er he dared, 
Was nigh the mountain tower ; 
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Where erst, in olden times 'tis «aid, 

A Castle proudly stood, 
Of -Saxon lords who knew no dread 

From battle or from flood. 

And what the deeds that there were done, 

To me it is not known, 
But maugre some on which the Sun 

At noontide never shone* 

Perhaps a Father's stern command, 

A daughter prison'd there, 
Who pass'd beneath his iron hand 

Her years in sad despair. 

Because in youth she lov'd and sought 

A shepherd on the hill, 
Whom all unfit her Sire he thought 

To rule his daughter's wilL 
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And so she pin'd, and so she wail'd, 
Forbade to say for whom, 

Her heart was sad, her spirit quaU'd, 
And hastened to the tomb. 

A thousand way& her mind devis'd, 
A thousand methods; plann'd ; 

And now herself with one advis'd, 
And now her schemes she scann'd, 

How safe she might elude the guard. 

And to her loyer fly, 
Who on the rock in faithful ward, 

At night was eyer nigh. 

And so it was when sleep had lull*d 

The drowsy keepers late ; 
And so it was when sleep had dull'd, 

The watch-rdog^at) the gate. 



i 

! 
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She turn'd the bar, she wound her way; 

From room to room well . known ; 
The gate is pass'd, she doth assays 

Now whittier she should roam ! 

But To ! her lover spies her form, 

As pale as yonder Moon, 
Which now displayed its crescent born * 

To light them to their doom. 

Away he bounds, and soon he clasps 

The treasure to his breast ; 
Without delay her arm he grasps, 

And seeks a place of rest. 

And now adown the frowning steep 

The joyful lovers go, 
So steep it was, they're forced to creep, 

And yet no danger know. 
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But ! 'when half the way they'd got, 

How can my Muse unfold ! 
How hoth they slipped, And dowuwardshot, 

And.soon were corpses .cold I 

Her Father now too late retract*, 

And often her he japies % 
Xfoendhag grief his souldiatraote, 

And oft he to her hi$s, 

W^n.cm the rppk *t jnidni&hthouiv 

Her shady farm feeeen, 
Upon the *ock,> beneath theiower, . 

Behind the Caetie green. 

But ah ! it is stmt shady Jfarm, 

And Mill eludes this hold ; 
Condemned in sorrow *tJU to nam, 

Till death shall make, him: cold. 
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But now I wander from my theme, - 

My taleof Johnny Doe, 
Who dwells beside a sounding stream,. 

That still and still will flow : 

We left him in a lonely homy 

We left him in a glen, 
We left him 'neath the mountain tower, 

Unhaunted now by men. 

He onward goes, his heart is light, < 
Because he's homeward bound; i 

He fears no phantoms of the night,. 
He hears no fancied sound. 

But see he stops ! What has he seen T 
His very limbs they cower ; 

That he should stop, what can it mean, 
JU such a lonely hour I 
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A ghost he sees ! a ghost indeed ! 

A lady pale as death I 
And mounted on a milky steed, 

And silent too as death 1 

Across the way she silent rode, 

And never word she said ; 
She for the Castle left the road, 

And to it onward sped* 

But how was Johnny Doe, I pray , 

When this was passing by ? 
Alas for Johnny Doe ! we say, 

His end it must be nigh. 

His teeth they chatter, his limbs thejrquake, 

His very eyes are dim ; 
He thinks the stones beneath him shake, 

He thinks of all his sin. 
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The owlets ibeat as if ; they'd seen. 

The spectre come that way ; 
The owlet* about, the owleU scream, 

And Johnny long* for day. 

The ghqsf is gone, and he's alone, 

And still his fears increase, 
Till, trembling, down upon a stone 

He sunk and found release. 

The, Stars did Mink, the Moon did ahjjne, 

And every thing was still ; 
The owlets c#*s'd .their sad rapine 

Upon the Castle MIL 

)AsdnQW at length poor Johnny Doe 

In courage tdid increase; 
:His heart doth kap, his strength <Stoth grow, 

As all his fears decrease. 
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He look'd this way, be look'd that way, 

Bat nothing could he see ; 
He look'd this way, he look'd that way, 

And then began to flee. 

Away he went, his limbs did shake. 

He wish'd he were at home, 
And then at night, through deQ or brake, 

He never more would roam. 

Poor Johnny Doe at length did reach 

Where he had hop'd to be ; 
So pale he was, his wife did screech, 

And thought it were not he. 

A seat he sought, and then did tell 

What horrors he had seen ! 
What ghost amid the rocky dell ! : 

And in what terror been ! 
p 
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How cross the road a Lady went 

Upon a m3k white steed, 
How ap the Castia hill *be went, 

A very ghost indeed* 

And mm hit fan hegan to gram, 

And now ha palar grew ; 
And still ha thought the ghott ha saw, 

As up As Mil aha flew. 

In *am hw wife aach art did try, 
To call his oturage hack ; 

In tasn a thoasand noaaia did ply, 
And catted him coward Jadu 

But all in vain, keatiltiieaaane, 

A pale and ghastly taaui^ 
Nor yet hath ha forgot the aunt, 

That he that night did sea*. 
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O Johntoy 1 think the spirit fair 

Was full of good intent; 
Perhaps she thought thy soul to scare, 

As cross the toad flhe went. 

Thlwuxn thee then, ma mene to roam 

Atsuch itnthndy hour, 
Alone sadjGtf away irom home, 

Beneath the momrtafa tower. 

Lest death should seize thee hy the hand, 

And death should hurl thee off, 
Away unto a distant land, 

While men and demons scoff. 

O Johnny ! then a^warning take, 

For soon'we all must die, 
And like as her who made thee quake, 

To spirit regions fly. 
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We soon shall die, we soon shall fly. 
We soon shall leave the world ; 

And friends will weep, and friends will cry, 
That we are from them hurl'd. 

The bells will toll, the winds will howl, 

The winding sheet be made, 
And light'nings fly, and thunders roll, 

And we in dust be laid. 

O Johnny ! then, O ! fare thee well, 

I lay my pen aside $ 
And blame me not, because I tell, 

I do not thee deride. 
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Ehen fugaces, Postume, Postume, 
Labuntur anni." Hor. Od. 14, Lib. 2. 



t Another year, with its attendant scenes 
Of joy and grief, of crime and virtuous deeds, 
By mortals done amongst their fellow-men ; 
Of dreadful war, that on some distant land 
Rapacious ragM, and streVd destruction round, 
With all the changes that attend on life, 
Is past. 

The Earth, undeviating from her 'customed speed, 
Wheels on, and, in her grand rotation, forms 
The wond'rous scenes in nature's changing year. 
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Now darkness draws its black and gloomy shade 
O'er half the world, while countless orbs illume 
The azure canopy of Heaven above, 
And cast a glimmering light on Earth below : 
They set, and night gives up its place to day ; 
Weeks pursue weeks, and in their rising turn, 
The differing seasons come and fill the year : 
So it was, and is, and ever shall be, 
Until the time draws nigh, when, from the East, 
A trump shall sound, and wake tbealumbering dead ; 
And at its blase, the Sun shall lose its light, 
The Moon turn into blood, and all the Stars 
From Heaven descend, and Earth consume with fire. 
Then Time shall yield to dread Eternity : 
No new years, (and with them every change 
The heart could wish,) will come to ease the soul 
That pines beneath its awful load of guilt ; 
Nor shall the transient joys and griefs of life 
Disturb the endless summer of the good. 
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O Man ! be wise, 'tis madness to defer, 
For e'er another year has roll'd around. 
The hand of unrelenting death may seize 
On you, and drag you to eternity. 
For proof of this, look hack, and count the friends, 
Who now are missing on the stage of life, 
That lately livM in health and feopa like yo». 
If now, with resolutions good, yon vow 
To live the future totter than the past, 
Be not deceiv'd* hut (Batch the present hmr, 
Alone your own, lest, m it m before, 
You never lir^d, but alwajs would wdh 
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Who is it? O ! who can it be? 

It seems some kindred face ; 
O ! whose the portrait that I see ? 
5 Whose mien I fondly trade. 
Perchance a friend that's long since dead, 
Now mould'ring in her silent bed. 

Bnt O, what feelings rise within ! 

As thus I eager scan, 
To catch some look the nice to know, 

If chance my memory can : 
Methinks some friendly feeling shines 
Within the painter's penciPd lines. 
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Why should there not ? Why should there not ? 

The owner now I've sought ; 
A sister's face ! a sister s looks ! 

Long lost, but not to thought. 
How sweet ! how sweet ! to thus recall 
An absent sister far from all. 

'Tis'S , yes I see 'tis her, 

Long absence has not worn 
The looks that play'd so friendly there, 

When in her youthful morn. 
'T is true, 't is true, that nought but grace 
Preserves, along with heart, the face. 

O may it reign in her supreme ! 

To cheer, to guard from ill ; 
To steer her bark when tempests rise, 

And be a solace still ; 
Till Jordan's waves shall lave her shore, 

And earthly storms shall cease to roar. 
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In answer to his expostulation with W. Wordsworth, Esq. 
on the projected Kendal and Westmorland Railway. 

~ Ips« te, TUyre, pinna, 
Ipsi te fontes, ipsa h»c arbusta vocabant. 

Virg. Eel. 1. 40. 

Frail mortal! gently strike thy sounding harp, 
When thou wonld'st dare at age and goodness earp, 
Know what a reverence sons of Albion feel, 
What holy thoughts across their spirit steal, 
When Wordsworth, he, the laurel'd of our land, 
Sweet nature's son, may e'er before them stand/ 
And strike his lyre that sheds enchantment round, 
While ravish* d ears receive the flowing sound. 
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How can you brand, with selfishness and shame, 
Him who assays to save the primal feme 
And fading trace of paradisal bloom 
On Earth, and England from perennial gloom ? 

Lo, in oar Northern land, yon lonely Tale! 
Where youth eternal rides upon the g«Jb 
That gently sighs athroogh the waving wood, 
Or wild oareers upon the foaming flood \ 
What groves Elysian, nestling in their green. 
Expand their wings and beautify the soene ! 
Around where glades in loveliness extend, 
Where flowerets bloom, and weeping willows bend 
Aside some brook meand'ring on its way, 
Now silent, slow, and now with rippling lay ; 
What sounds melodious &B upon the ear ! 
And bid the wondering wanderer stay to hear, 
While Zephyrs gently waft upon their wing 
The song some tuneful fyrush at ere may sing ; 
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Or lovely cooing of some lonely dove, 
Terrestrial emblem of celestial love ; 
Or varying sounds from yonder mountain side, 
Where crystal]streams in sportive gladness glide, 
And shed their sacred influence on the soul, 
Till earth recedes, and hopes of heaven control. 
O ! who could wish to raise the spoiler's hand 
Amid such scenes, and light the ruining brand ; 
Consume the groves, and spoil the flowery vale, 
And drown each sound with trade's perpetual wail ! 
If such there are, how can they wish to see 
Thy verdant meads where roams the wanderer free. 
O Nature! then may Wordsworth's voice resound 
Full loud and long in every ear around, 
Till just regard for loveliness arise, } 
And thine own triumph strikes the ambient skies, > 
And ghastly avarice turns her hideous eyes j 
From such retreats as crown our Northern land, 
And spread their fragrance rich from strand to strand. 
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Ne'er did the Northern Bard in lay deny, 
That men should to his "nooks" enchanting fly, 
When sick of life, and its eternal din, 
That knows no bounds to riot and to sin ; 
But, u Come ye, come ye," cries his plaintive lay, 
"While flowers and beauty deck the pathless way," 
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O my Muse ! another song I crave, 
E'er yet I hang thee on the willow tree, 
In lonely sadness bending o'er the wave, 
That babbles onward to the sounding sea. 

Lo ! yon rain on the sandy shore 
Of Ive, a remnant left of ancient pride ; 
O'er whose fallen greatness tempests roar, 
And chant a doleful requiem by its side. 

Can memory in her pensive mood recall, 
Or fancy, brooding o'er the ruin, dream 
What splendour dazzl'd in the festive Hall, 
What noble turrets rose amid the scene ? 
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How oft atfenrogh tbe mas&ive gates hath swept, 
Bre Sol from out Ms Ocean homo had sprang, 
Tbe fearless warrior, while his lady wept, 
And load bos trotnpet through the forest roag ? 

Or whim the shades of night began to &H, 
And ek>w and silent rose the orescent Moon, 
Hew youth and beanfty dane'd around the Hall, 
And thought each fleeting moment fled too soon? 

No naofe the martial trtimpets loadly jring ! 

No mere the warriors to the wat depart: 

Nor youth, nor beauty fe the twitfgfet sing, 

And weave fresh wreaths of lore around each 

[heart ! 

Low in the €tarch->ynid fies their sacred dust, 
And lowly Cottons deep unenvied nigh ; 
Alike, each waiting, tQl their ashes must 
Arise, and meet their spirits in the sky. 
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Their memory's gone, and past their fleeting fame, 
Their grandeur all hath sunk in dismal gloom ! 
And now no mortal lisps their cherish'd name, 
Or wefeps in sadness o'er their narrow tomb. 

[more, 

The spot that knew them, knows them now no 
Nor would they, if their spirits could return, 
Now know where long they liv'd and lov'd before, 
Ere yet they pass'd reluctant death's dark bourne* 

The hooting owl at midnight hovers there ! 
And through the Hall forsaken takes her flight, 
As doleful, when the crumbling ruins scare, 
She makes her plaintive song unto the night. 

And o'er the gateway and the ruin'd fort. 
In many a wreath encircling briers creep ; 
Detested'reptiles thither now resort, 
And there the Satyrs midnight vigils keep. 
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Dark, dark, loud is the blast 

Upon the fell, 

Athrough the dell, 

In angry mood, 

The tempests brood ; 
Dark, dark, the clouds fly fast. 
The spirits of the storm, 
In every ghastly form, 
Career upon the clouds, 
Array' d in dusky shfouds ; 
No star is twinkling bright, 
To cheer the dreadful night ; 
And the crescent Moon is lost, 
In the welkin's angry host 
Of elements contending, 
While dangers are impending, 
Yes, even now, the rain is fast descending ! 

G 
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Lost lost ! 'tis a dreadful thing, 

When night and tempest overtake 
The traveller, lonely wandering 

Upon some wintery waste, 
Away from friends and happier home ; 

But see the lightnings streak afar ! 
And hark the Thunderer mounts his car, 
Atbrough the heavens to roam : 

The echoes roll 

From pole to pole ! 

The tempest's hurPd 

Upon the world ! 
The gates of heaven are opened wide, 
For passage to the roaring tide ; 
And stronger grows the vivid light, 
That makes a day of pitchy night, 
The while it streaks across the sky, 
Where threatening clouds no longer fly 
With savage mien and scowling frown, 
But, stay, pour to their torrents down, 
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And whelm the wanderer with their wave, 
And ope' a dark, a watery grave ; 
While howling winds his requiem sing, 
As loader still the thunders ring; 
And on the clouds the sprites of death, 
Shriek for gladness, shout for mirth, 
Welcome, welcome, to our home, 
You who in the tempests roam, 

Until the flood 

Doth drink your blood, 

And dig your graves 

Beneath its waves, 

That madd'ning rant, 

And howling chant, 

Upon the surge, 
' Your funeral dirge, 

Lost ! lost ! lost ! 
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EnrrH. 

Oh! Edwin, why thy placid cheek so pale ? 
Surely no spectre, at the midnight hour, 
Dared to aspril thee in thy lonely room? 
Say, was it so ? or has some evil dream 
Griev'd and dufturb'd thee in thy morning sleep ? 

Edwin. 

Edith ! ah ! neither : ghost I never saw : 

No dream disturbed me : deep last night I'd none 

But such a scene these eyes bedim'd look'd on, 

As will outlast to me my sojourn here. 

O ! it was a sight, solemn, and such as would 

Have made King Richard meditate and weep : 

Yea had the hind, unlettered as he is, 

Once but seen it, he had paus'd and sigh'd. 
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Such was the wave of sympathy that rose, 
High and convulsive in my heaving breast, 
The while I gaz'd with wonder on the scene, 
That quick my sight was lost in floods of tears ; 
Courage forsook me, and my trembling knees, 
Powerless, were loosen'd under in their joints, 
And as a souless, lifeless, mass I fell. 
Ere long my strength and recognition came, 
But all was changed ; my lamp was burning pale, 
And slowly, and deeply, boom'd upon the breeze, 
Sounds funereal from yon Temple spire : 
First I was lost ; yet soon the well known sound, 
Roused my senses to their former pitch : 
In my cell, and it the midnight hour. 

Through the long day, with zeal still undiminished, 
Eager, I bent upon some page abstruse ; 
Often bafiTd, but determin'd still, 
To conquer, and tread triumphant o'er the foe. 
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When night, blest harbinger of rest to men, 
Came on, and drew its shade upon the world, 
Though in my mortal parts fatigue was felt, 
Tet the immortal, strong and still untam'd, 
HaiPd with delight the rising Queen of Stars, 
And her short reign of placidness and peace. 
Then yet more eager to my work I went, 
And at what time, or how much time had pass'd, 
Till nature, weary, sank unconscious down, 
I know not ; but a dimness veil'd my eyes, 
Remembrance fled, and I was lost to all, 
To all things present ; but my spirit 'woke, 
And was transported,— where I cannot tell. 

It was a spacious, grand, and lofty room ; 
High on the walls, in frames of glitt'ring gold, 
Portraits of Men, renown'd, around were hung; 
And on the roof, a concave most superb, 
Emblems and scenes of real life were carv'd : 
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Statues of Parian marble grac'd one side, 
Aptly resembling age and wisdom, stretch'd 
Helpless, and prostrate on the bed of death, 
His spirit just about to wing its way— 
Where are no dyings, where no mists obscure, 
That veil and darken here the immortal mind. 
Two angels, guardians, hovered round his head ; 
One with a crown ; the other held his hand. 
And in the aisle ! a vast assembly there ; 
All too array' d in academic garbs ; 
And on a throne a man more ag'd there sat. 

The Sun was setting, and refulgent shed 
His roseate rays upon the western glass. 
All, for a while, were motionless and mute ; 
Each, with a firm composure, look'd one way, 
Till from a door a youthful form issu'd, 
And slow advanced towards the lofty throne, 
While on each side two reverend mortals went. 
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A changing, sickly pallor mark'd his face ; 

Weak, yet compos'd, and not a muscle mov'd, 

Running bis deep, serene, and placid look : 

Yea his appearance such was on the whole, 

As in each breast awoke commiseration. 

At whose approach, the rasa enthrori'd sfep'd down, 

And with all courtesy receiVd the youth. 

Both them stood upright on the marble steps ; 

A pair more noble than you ever saw ; 

Ne'er age so dignifi'd, nor youth so fair. 

The hoary head with solemn voice then spake ; 

" O ye, our friends, concomitants most dear, 

With heart o'erjoyous, and exulting soul, 

I rise to place the laurel on the head 

Of him, who well hath won it at our hands." 

He seiz'd the chaplet, 'twas a verdant wreath, 

Pluck'd from the branches of a spreading bay ; 

Simple and artless, yet of great import. 

Just then he held it with both outstretched hands, 
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Higher a little than the young man's head, 
Turned towards him, and addressed him thus : 
" And now, O you, who with a zeal predominant, 
Vigorous hath press'd athrough the wild'ring maze 
Of Learning, and nobly triuinph'd overall, 
We all, incorporate, with one heart and mind, 
Assign to you your just and great reward." 
He paus'd j then movM to crown the youthful head, 
But, O honor ! terrible to tell ! 
Just when he thought to place the laurel on, 
No verdant laurel, but a skull he grasp'd ! 
Quick, through the Hall, a shriek appalling rang ; 
Awe-struck, overcome, the aged man reel'd back, 
Leaving the bone, that in his tenor fell 
From out his hands, upon the Student's head ; 
It stay'd ! he felt it ) seeming still more pale, 
Lifeless before the lofty throne he fell ! 
And at that time, all motionless with awe, 
Sounding, a chant mellifluent began ! 
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Unseen, and lofty, yea, as in the sky ! 
No doubt celestial, and an angel choir. 
Sweetly aloft the mellowing music rang, 
Sinking with softest cadence, rising then, 
And in its rise re-echoing in the air. 
It ceas'd : awhile a deathful stillness reign'd ; 
Till some one, fearful, to the youth advanc'd 
To raise him, but, his spirit ! it was fled ! 
All saw, all felt, convuls'd with rising sobs. 
Just then a bell with sound most solemn tolPd, 
Booming with dismal sadness round the Hall. 
My limbs no longer could sustain their weight, 
But tottering I shrank, a lifeless, on the floor. 

Edith. 

Unhappy Student ! O ! how foolish he, 
To waste his life blood for an empty crown ; 
Ah ! and moreover, in the grand result, 
To find no wreath of laurel, but of box. 
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Edwin. 

Yet, but his death, it was so sweet, so calm ; 
His life, though short, so full of virtuous worth ; 
In all so lovely ; who that does not wish, 
That life, that death with them be undivided ! 
And though he lost the wreath of glory here, 
Yet what he lost, was small to what he gain'd, 
A crown perennial in the realms of light. 
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TO 

Mr. RICHARDSON, Sen. COCKERMOUTH. 



Ye guardian angels of the good attend, 

Illume my spirit with your heavenly ray, 
Ye who with ceaseless watchings him defend, 

Who seeks a crown, where reigns perennial day 
In realms celestial, where his soul will rest 

From all its labours, countless, and untold, 
Whose memory long, his spirit with the blest, 

Will flourish when his ashes sleep in mould. 
Though in the flesh he weeping runs his race, 

And toils and watchings strew his heavenward road. 
When worlds shall shake, and past the hour of grace^ 

And spirits hear the summons of their Lord - 
Tearless, triumphant, with a glorious crown, 
And ransom* d innocents, we hope he'll come. 
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